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lzzy 


| grab the pack of cigarettes from the table. Pulling it out of a puddle of some sticky shit. No idea if they are 
mine but | don't fucking care anyway. The pack is soaked. | shake it. Drops are flying across the table towards 

Axl. He's sitting in front of me, silently. His eyes not leaving me. | sigh and pull out a cigarette, curling my hand 
around the lighter. | have no idea why | do that. It's not even windy. We are inside for god's sake. 


| light my smoke and blow out a blue ring, throwing my pack of cigarettes back to where it came from. With a 
small thump the pack lands back on the table into the puddle of what's probably Vodka and cranberry juice. 
| fucking hate this shit. This is disgusting. 


Wondering why | just can't stop smoking, | let out another sigh. Damn, this is the only habit | still have left. It 
just feels right to keep on smoking. There's just no way to lose an addiction without keeping onto another. 
Pushing my hair out of my face, | look at Axl. He's still staring at me. God, he creeps me out sometimes. If | 
didn't know him for so many years | would be scared as shit. Seriously. That guy is some obscure and 
unreadable motherfucker. 


‘You're finishing that leg at least?” Axl decides to speak up. He's so fucking pissed. | can tell. 

‘Yeah, sure’ | say. This is really hard. 

Axl looks at me like he'd rip my throat any minute. Doesn't he get it? Doesn't he know how hard it was to kick 
heroine in the first place? And to stay sober beyond that? God, I'm not even drinking anymore. 

| am getting angry. He feels fucking betrayed? Well, | don't fucking care. He never even asked how | feel about 
hanging around this fucked up band. 

There's just no strength left. | can't do this anymore. 


‘| fucking hate your attitude, man’ He says and grabs the pack of cigarettes from the table. 

| snort. Like he's the one to judge. This shit is short notice. | fucking know that. But this is me. | don't fucking 
like being pulled and pushed. If | want to stop, | just stop. Period 

‘Fuck you, Axl’ | hiss at him. ‘Don't you dare talking about my fucking attitude. You're the one we're always 
waiting for. This fucking sucks, man l'm done waiting for you and putting up with all that shit: 


This is the first time l'm saying it right into his face. 'm done being the "non talking guy" here. | fucking 
started that band, too. And I'm so sick of being downgraded to some kind of employee. Fuck you Axl. | fucking 
came up with most of the songs. 

His green eyes are staring at me. 

‘Whatever, man. | don't fucking care. Whatever you're going to do, just be sure you'll be in Denver in time’ He 
takes a drag on his smoke and shrugs. ‘Never guessed you'll be leaving me high and dry like that: 


| roll my eyes. That's so typical for him. Always complaining and wining like that. Never looking to blame himself. 
Whatever happens, it's always somebody else's fault. And still | feel guilty. | fucking hate him for that. 

‘tm taking the car. Slash's coming with me. | say and Axl raises an eybrow. 

‘Why that? We're taking the plane: 

God, how fucking naive is he? 


‘Guess he's not willing to leave his stash behind’ | shrug. 


It's not that | like being on the road with Slash but some part of me gets him. There's just so much left of 
that junkie inside of me. 


eR 


‘You fucking kidding me?” | hiss at Slash, who's sitting beside me in the passenger's seat. ‘You've been out 
through almost three states. Stop fucking lecturing me, asshole: 

‘I've got to take a piss, man. We're in the middle of fucking nowhere here: Slash complains and shifts in his 
seat. 

Great. This trip has been a fucking nightmare. 

| have no idea where we are at the moment but I'm pretty sure | missed a turn. And my navigator here 
decided to get so fucking loaded that he'd passed out before we even left Cali. 

Why the fuck did | even take him with me? Damn. 


‘Now take a look at the fucking map, moron and find out where we are. | snarl at Slash, who's already occupied 
rolling a joint. | can't do this shit anymore. Seriously. What is fucking wrong with him? 

‘Still need to piss, man‘ Slash says and lights up his joint. 

| roll down the window. Great. There go 323 days of sobriety. 


| can't help enjoying the secondary smoke with its sweet scent. God, how | miss weed. 


‘Get this fucking joint out of my car, dude. Seriously: | try to snatch it from his hands. ' We're in some fucking 
hillbilly dead end village. God knows what those local sheriffs are up to: 

Slash gives me a full loaded grin. | wonder if | ever looked that stupid, too. 

‘Just stop and let me take a piss, man. | don't fucking care about those cops here. I'll wet myself if you won't 
stop’ He says and | toss him the road map. 

‘No fucking way | spend a night at the local sheriff's office’ | wave at him annoyed. ‘Now get rid of that joint 
and look at that map to figure out where the fuck we are’ 


| pull the joint from his lips and throw it out of the window. 

Then everything happens in slow motion. 

Slash jumps me in order to catch the joint, but he's too fucking slow. Not mentioning that he's to fucking 
stupid to get back to his seat without creating a disaster. 

While kicking me in the nuts, he grabs the steering wheel to steady himself. 

| can't breathe, | can't control the steering wheel and | can't fucking see where we are going because of his 
insanely amount of dark curls. 

When Slash's head finally gets out of my sight, | just notice white pieces of something flying over the 
windshield. | don't even notice the smashing noises on our car before we hit the tree. 


Everything goes dark. 


A trip to Disneyland 
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Slash 


Flap... 
Flap... 
Flap... 


l'm wondering where that sound comes from, when | notice the pain on my cheeks that comes along with that 


annoying sound. ls someone fucking slapping me? 


| open my eyes and immediately regret this when a sharp pain hits my head like someone is smashing a 
railroad spike into my brain. 

‘Curly Sue is waking up, sir’ | hear a dude say and try to open my eyes again. What the fuck is going on here? 
Is that dick talking about me? 


Blinking the headache away, | try to focus on the face that slowly sharpens in my vision. 

‘Am | dead?" | ask incredibly stupid, not taking my gaze of that smiling corncob in front of me. 

A fucking corncob? 

‘Hey there, buddy: The corncob welcomes me. Still smiling like a fucking lunatic. ‘I'm glad you're finally awake: 
| blink and move my hands to my pounding head, trying to find the source of that pain. The corncob is stil 
blabbing shit. How the fuck did | end up in Disneyland? This is some fucked up trip. 


When my fingers find the big bump on my head, | finally get why my head hurts like hell. | still hold my head 
and sit up, fighting the sudden nausea to keep me from barfing all over the big corn-quy. 

‘What the hell happened? Where the fuck am |? And who the fuck are you? | ask 

‘Woah... easy, buddy.’ The corncob says, steadying me. ‘You hit your head pretty hard. You guys are lucky that 
old tree didn't hit you back: 

| crock an eyebrow at his lame joke and search my pockets for a smoke while corn-guy keeps blabbing. 

‘.. your friend was lucky too. Still out but he seems okay to me: Wait? Friend? 

‘Let me introduce myself: My name is Gregory Grady. | am the mayor of this lovely town: Greg the corn 


keeps talking. What the hell happened? 

‘Yeah, whatever... | mumble annoyed, flipping a cigarette into my face only to see Greg the corn snap it away 
from me again 

‘No smoking inside the house, my friend! He says with this annoying grin on his face. Why the fuck is he so 
damn nice? No one can be that nice. Or happy. That's just not fucking normal. 


| blink again and look at him sharply. 

‘Why the fuck are you dressed as a giant corncob, dude? 

Greg the corn is still smiling like a moron. This is not healthy man. | wonder what he took and find me wishing 
I'd have some of this too. 

‘You drove directly into the rehearsal of our annual corn festival’ He taps my back. ‘But no worries. No one 


got hurt... well, except of you two guys: 


There it is again: Two! What the fuck is that idiot talking about? 

‘| have no fucking clue what you're talking about, dude’ | say and rub my head, trying to remember what | was 
exactly doing before the accident. ‘Where am | anyway?" 

The corn keeps smiling. Seriously, this is getting creepier by the minute. 

‘You're in Hayville. You're not remembering getting here, boy?” The corn says. 

It doesn't ring a fucking bell. 

‘Hayville? How far is that from LA? | ask him. 

Never heard of that fucking town. And what's up with those corncobs? 

‘LA?! Greg the corn lets out a whistle. ‘Well thats a long ride, boy. You're in Hayville, Kansas: 
| feel this railroad spike pounding in my head again. 

Kansas? How in hell did | end up in Kansas? I've never been out of Cali my whole life... right? 


‘Kansas? Seriously, dude? What the fuck happened?" | try again to make sense of this fucking mess. 

‘Well, like | said: You hit Judge Howard's new fence and ran right into our rehearsal’ Greg says with a frown on 
his face. 

First normal thing | notice on him. He probably thinks l'm a moron or something. 

He might be right because | keep staring at him, my head fucking empty. 

‘hit? With what? | ask stupidly. 

‘With your car, silly: Greg the corn says, that frown still on his face. 

Wait, | have a car? 

‘| think you might have hit your head worse than expected. What's your name, boy?” Greg goes on 

| open my mouth to answer him naturally, but there's no tone leaving. 

What the hell? Why can't | just say it out loud? This is simple. Just say my name. 

Then it dawns on me: | don't know my fucking name. Wait! This is insane. Of course | know my fucking name. 


| try again but fail miserably. Shit. | suddenly feel like panicking. 


‘| don't know: | whisper. This feels so fucking wrong. 
Greg is still frowning at me. 
‘Oh boy. Seems you've got some serious amnesia to deal with. Got some ID on you? 


| search my pockets for my ID. This is really weird. | can't remember my fucking name but | know for sure I'm 


from Los Angeles. | need a drink right now. 

Pulling the ID from the back pocket of my jeans, | take a good look at it. 

‘Saul Hudson’ | read out loud. ‘Born in England? Seriously? This must be a fucking mistake: 
No way I'm English. ‘And that name... Saul? That just feels wrong, man: 


Greg the corncob looks at me with a worrying expression on his face. 

‘Let's see if we can wake up your friend here. Maybe he has some answers for you: 

When | turn around, | see a dark haired guy lying on the couch. Huh? Didn't notice him before. 
This should be my buddy? | don't think we've got anything in common 

He just looks like an average white boy. Except for his long hair maybe. 


| reach out to him and slap his face. Fuck it. I've got no time for being gentle. That guy is the only one knowing 
what happened and who the fuck | am. 

Within a second opens his eyes and grabs my throat. Woah, that guy's fucking fast. 

‘Don't fucking dare to slap me again, asshole. What the fuck is going on here?” He asks and | can't help thinking 
that we might have more in common than | thought. 


The kind of people we are 
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I'm still holding that fucker's neck, when | notice a sharp pain in my shoulder and a dull pounding in my head. 
Fuck, what the hell happened? 

Letting that dumbass go, | try to sit up. Not taking my eyes of that big guy, dressed up like a giant corncob. 
‘What the hell? | mumble to myself. ‘Who the fuck are you people? 

‘Dude, come on.. tell me what happened’ That curled haired guy says, trying to jump me again. 

| give him my best glare and he backs up a bit. God, are these guys fucking crazy or what? 

‘Are you going to talk? Maybe this century? He goes on again. Damn, that fucker is really annoying me right 


now. 


Searching my pockets for my smokes, | give him a shrug. Like | fucking know what's going on here. | was hoping 
those guys could tell what the fuck happened. 

That corncob-guy frowns at me. What the hell is his problem? 

Before | can light up my cigarette, he snatches it from my lips. 

‘Like | said to your buddy earlier: No smoking inside the house, boy! He says with a sudden smile on his face. 

| wonder if he is really that nice or if he's just being an asshole showing off a rice smile. Probably the last. 


My head hurts, these guys are annoying like hell and I'm fucking craving for a smoke. | don't give a shit about 
their questioning. | just want to get out of here. 

Without a word | jump to my feet, holding onto the wall for a moment to fight the dizziness. Either this had 
been a hell of a party last night or | must've hit my head pretty hard. 

When | find my balance again, | stroll toward the front door. Totally ignoring the curly hair guy and that moron 


with the corncob costume. 


‘Hey! The younger dude shouts out and | jump at his sharp tone. God dammit, my head still hurts like a 
motherfucker. ‘Hey, dude. Come back here. | need answers. Like NOW! 

Still blabbing shit, he follows me outside while | flip another cigarette to my lips. 

| stop at the edge of the porch, curl my hand around the lighter and take in a deep drag of smoke. 

The soft burning in my lungs calms me immediately and | take a look at my surroundings before | notice that 


that guy is still talking to me. 


‘Dude, did you lose your voice or something? He asks and lights up a cigarette himself. 


| can't help giving him a grin. Yeah, | fucking hate talking to strangers. But there's a feeling in my gut that guy 
won't let go. And | kinda like his attitude. 

‘What do you wanna know, man?" | reply with a sigh, my cigarette still dangling from my lips. 

That's just a thing | do. | don't fucking care if people think thats rude or something. | don't bother taking it 
from my mouth while | talk. So just fuck off if you've got a problem with it! 


To my surprise, that guy keeps talking without bothering about his own cigarette. It moves in his mouth while 
he speaks and | wonder how often he burns that insane hair that is covering his face. 

‘Dude, that corncob-guy said we're supposed to be buddies or something. You've any idea what happened?’ he 
asks, leaning against the railing of the porch. 

| take a second to look at him. Buddies, huh? 

| have no fucking clue what is going on here and as much as | try to figure out what happened, my head still 
stays empty as fuck So | just raise an eyebrow. 


‘My name seems to be Saul. Don't dare to ask, dude. That still feels fucking wrong: He introduces himself. 
‘What's your name? Please tell me we know each other somehow! 

| look at him closely again. He's a skinny guy and seems to be my size. Hard to say because of that huge 
amount of hair. Same thing with his age, he seems to be younger but also it's hard to guess. 

He's dressed in ripped black jeans, T-shirt and an old leather jacket. Wearing some worn out chuck's. 


That Saul-guy looks like a god damn rocker. A fucking poor rocker but still.. 


Eying my own style, | have no idea what I'm representing. Worst thing about that? | really have no clue who 
the fuck | am. 

Come on, this is nuts. | must have a name. 

Flipping my cigarette out into the front yard, | begin searching my pockets for my ID. 

‘Jeffrey Dean Isbell’ | read out loud as soon as | found it, mostly talking to myself. ‘Huh? This is weird, dude‘ 
There's not ringing any bell. My head is totally empty. 

That guy, Saul, is frowning at me. Damn, | have no fucking clue if | know him from somewhere. We're supposed 
to be buddies but there's nothing | recognize about him. 

‘Oh, fuck. Please don't tell me you've lost your fucking memory, too’ He sighs, brushing this insane amount of 


black curls out of his face. 


Being the smartass | am | give him a smirk. 

‘Just see it that way: at least we don't remember in case we have a boring life somewhere’ 

He looks at me, confused. 

‘Dude, look at us. | don't think we're the kind of guys who own a house with a fucking yard and a white fence: 
That guy has a point. So | keep emptying my pockets, throwing everything on a small table. 

‘Man, | think | might live in an alley behind a dumpster. Look at that: ' | say while the guy also eyes my stuff. 


‘Just a couple of bucks, smokes, something that looks like guitar picks and an address in Denver. Weird 


That Saul guy empties his pockets as well, revealing even more weird shit than me. 
‘Smokes, guitar picks, no cash.." he says, fumbling his back pockets. ‘Wait... look at that dude, | own a credit 
card. Sweet: 


Digging through his stuff on the table he takes a closer look at some small bags, before he gives me a wide 
grin. 

‘Dude, | think we might be some wild party people. | just found weed and a small bag of coke in my pockets: 
He hands me the bags and | get a strange feeling in my gut. Something is seriously wrong here. 

My skin is itching and | want to take that stuff to get as high as possible. But something tells me | shouldn't. 
So | hand it back to Saul and distract myself, giving the guitar picks a closer look. 


‘You think we might be some kind of guitarists or something? Maybe play in a band together? Look at that.’ 

| turn the picks in my hand. ‘Yours say "Guns ‘n' Roses - Slash" and mine "GNR - Stradlin’. You think our stage 
names might be Slash and Stradlin? Sounds kinda familiar to me: 

He grabs his smokes and flips another cigarette into his mouth. l'm still fascinated how he manages not to 
burn his hair, every time he lights up a smoke. 

‘Slash, huh?” He pauses to blow out a blue ring of smoke. ‘Yeah, | think that sounds more like me: 


The dude without a fucking lastname 
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Slash's POV 


So my name's Slash, huh? 

Slash Who? Slash Hudson? Slasher? Or just Slash? Like Cher? Or Madonna? 

Who in hell doesn't have a fucking last name? But it sounds just right. 

| have no fucking clue if this is really me. Maybe we are just some fucked up fans who went to a concert and 


managed to catch a few picks. But that would be a hell of a coincident. 


‘So, Stradlin. Tell me, what do you remember?" | look at the guy and he frowns for a minute. 

‘| have no fucking idea, man. But that name sound kind of familiar to me. He says and flips another cigarette to 
his lips. 

That guy seems to be smoking a lot. 


‘You okay, boys? Greg the corn steps out to the porch. 


‘Yeah, just peachy: Stradlin huffs, dragging on his cigarette. 
| can't help but chuckle. That guy has a fucking attitude. | kinda like him. 


‘Dude, did we have stuff with us? Like guitars? Clothes? | wonder if we really are some kind of musicians. | 
don't really feel like | know shit about music. 


Greg the corn shrugs, ‘Maybe in the car? | guess Ron, our mechanic, has it already in his garage. | can get 


you to him later. First we need to finish that rehearsal! 


‘ls the car alright? | mean, are we able to leave this fucking place, soon? Stradlin decides to join the 
conversation. 
| have no fucking clue where he's planning on going but if you'd ask me, | don't think it's a great idea driving 


around without a fucking memory. 


‘| don't know boy: Greg says. ‘Anyway, before you leave you'll have to finish community hours to pay for 


Judge Howard's fence: 


‘You're fucking kidding me!" Stradlin cries out with a dangerous look on his face. 


This guy is a tough motherfucker. | can tell. And I'm pretty thankful that | seem to be his buddy. 


Greg the corn lets out a big laugh and slaps Stradlin's back. The look on Stradlin's face goes even darker than 
before. He's fucking mad. | almost feel sorry for that corn guy. 
‘That's the law, boys. That Greg dude snickers and | flinch. Doesn't he fucking get that Stradlin is getting 


angrier by the second? ‘Come on, you two can help decorating the floats for the parade for starters: 


‘Do | look like a fucking decorator to you, man? Stradlin snaps and Greg the corn's grin even widens. 
How the fuck does he do that? He's so fucking calm that it almost scares me. 


‘You look more like some homeless kind of artist to me, boy. But l'm sure you can handle a stapler: 


‘What the hell! Stradlin huffs and flips his cigarette out into the front yard. ‘It's not that | have to be 
somewhere else, huh? He says, turning to follow that Greg dude. 

| blink. Did that Stradlin guy just really agree to get all handy and help build some crappy floats? Something in 
my gut tells me that this guy is normally not easily pushed to do something he doesn't want to. Damn, seems 


like | really know the guy. 


| follow him and the big corn guy down the road where a lot of people in corn costumes are rehearsing some 
kind of dance. 

What the fuck? No wonder | thought | woke up in Disneyland. These people are insane. Seriously disturbed. What 
kind of sick town is this? 

I'm still shaking my head about all this insanity, when | find Stradlin already hitting at some chick. 

That dude really doesn't miss out on anything. | have to admit I'm a little impressed. 

The chick is really hot. Dark hair, nice rack and plump lips. | wouldn't say No to that one either. 


"So you're the corn queen, huh?" Stradlin leans onto a huge wagon, trying to win that chick over with some 
half crocked smile. 


The chick rolls her eyes at him and | can't help a chuckle. 


"Wow, how did you find that out?" She snaps at him sarcastically. "Oh, wait. Maybe because I'm standing right 
on the fucking wagon that says ‘Corn Queen - Melissa’? Takes a genius to get that" 


"Melissa, huh? My name's Stradlin Or Jeff. Or Isbell.. Whatever you choose to moan, I'm good with it" He says 
with a grin before that chick can walk off and ignore him. 

Shit. That guy is really not much of a Don Juan. | guess he usually doesn't need to put so much effort in 
hitting on chicks. 

| flip a cigarette to my mouth and light it with a huge grin on my face. Following this conversation is going to 


be pretty funny. 


She turns to him with a frown on her face and takes a look at the crowded street. She's definitively looking for 
someone. 


"Dad?" She calls out, waving at Greg the corn. "Who are these clowns?" 


| almost choke on the smoke of my cigarette. 

Dad? 

Greg the fucking corn has a daughter like that? Seriously? 

| wonder what her mother looks like. She sure as shit didn't get those looks from her crazy father. 


Stradlin seems to be also a bit confused as Greg joins us. 
"Mel?" He takes the chick's hand, helping her getting off the wagon. "These are the two boys that ran into the 


judge's fence. They seem to have some kind of amnesia and will join us for a few days." 


The chick looks at me with a frown and then her gaze goes back to Stradlin. 
"You really think it's a good idea to let those freaks into our house? Look at them, dad!" 


Greg smiles and pets her cheek like a good little puppy. These people here are strange as fuck. 
"No worries, dear. They are nice boys and can sleep in.” 


"Thanks but we're not going to sleep anywhere." Stradlin joins in. "If the car's okay, we're gone. Period." 


Wait, why the fuck is that dude including me into that genius plan on hitting the road without a fucking 
memory. 

| don't think its a great idea to leave that lame ass town Now.. not yet. 

Besides, where the hell would we even go? 


Bar Fights And Hillbillies 
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This town fucking sucks. 

So do the people who live here. 

In less than two days we've probably got to know everyone around here. The helll 
We've probably met everyone within a fucking hundred miles radius. 


Something in my guts tells me that | hate fucking hick towns. There's just something here that makes me feel 
uncomfortable. 
That Slash guy is annoying as fuck. He's bored. 


Yeah, so am l. 


Melissa, the corn queen chick won't give me the time of the day. 

Damn, l'm so fucking bored right now, | could definitively use some relief. 

I'm thinking about banging that other chick, Candy. 

While I'm trying to get shitfaced at the only fucking bar in town, she just showed up hitting on me like hell. | 
guess she thinks I'm her fucking ticket out of this town. 

Can't really blame her for that. If I'd been born in a place like this | would've caught the first bus out of town, 


as soon as | turned eighteen. 
"You going to drink that or stare at it all night?" Slash slips onto a free stool next to me. 


| take another look at the shot in front of me. 


‘I've no idea why, but it just seems wrong. It's fucking weird” 
"You're the brooding one now?" Slash snorts. "And | thought you were fun, man!" 
He waves the barkeeper to get him a drink. Less than thirty seconds later he drowns two shots, while l'm still 


staring at mine. 


"This is fucking pointless. | don't want to be stuck in this town. It's like fucking Groundhog Day here. Same shit 


every day, and still no fucking memory." | grumble. 


"You still didn't get into that chick's pants?" Slash slurs, wiggling his eyebrows like a twelve year old. 


| sigh, "What chick?" 

"Miranda." 

"Melissa?" 

"Whatever..." Slash drowns another shot. 

"She won't give me the time of the day, man This sucks" | sigh and fumble the rim of my glass. 


"And what's up with the blonde?" Slash asks, drowning another shot, watching the chick on the other side of 


the bar. "| would not turn her down. Look at those tits, man!" 


| shrug and keep staring at my shot. 
"Good luck then" 
It's fucking strange, but I'm really not interested. 


Slash gets up and drowns his last shot. 

| raise my glass to mouth. 

And then it happens: Bedlam breaks loose on the backside of the bar. 

Turning my back to the bar to look what the fuck is going on, | notice a bunch of guys fighting. 
That Melissa chick is crying out loud when a blonde dude steps in front of her. 

Slash hits my ribs with his elbow. 


"A fucking bar fight, man. Awesome." He slurs and drags me towards the bunch of people. 


Damn, | have no intention to get myself into a fucking fight. | just want my peace and get trashed. 
But | have to admit: It's the most exciting thing that happened since we got here. 


There are three hillbilly dudes standing in front of some of the town's guys. | don't know their names and | 
don't fucking care. The only one | recognize is that prim and proper boyfriend of Melissa. 
| just keep calling him John Boy. Because he has this Walton's kind of thing going. 


"Don't you dare touching her again, Ron" He hisses towards one of the hillbillies. But his counterpart just 
snorts and spits right on his shoes. 


| can barely hold a chuckle. These guys seem dumb as fuck but | kinda like their attitude. 
| mean it" John Boy says. "Leave her alone or l'm gonna kick your ass." 


Wow. Never thought the guy had the balls to do something like this. He's gonna get himself killed. 


| didn't even finish that thought when the hillbilly pulls a knife on John Boy. 
Looking at Slash beside me | think if we maybe should help that poor fucker, but within a second he jumps the 
hillbilly. 


The show is off as soon as it started because John Boy clearly isn't a fighter. 
The hillbilly guys run off before the sheriff gets here. 
Good choice. I'd probably do the same. 


I'm already turning back to the bar, when | hear Slash. 


"Damn awesome fight.. What the fuck is wrong man?" 


| take a look at John Boy. He's holding his left hand. There's blood everywhere. 
"Shit. That lunatic fucking stabbed me." 


"Where? What?" Slash cries out, getting even closer to the guy. 


Is he a first aider now or what? 


John Boy holds out his hand, blood dripping on the floor. This doesn't look good. 
"He fucking stabbed my hand. How am | going to play now?" He cries out. 


This is where we find out that John Boy is the banjo player of the town's country band and they're supposed 
to play on the corn festival. Without a banjo player there doesn't seem to be a band and without a band it's 
going to be a very quiet festival. 


Well shit. 
| couldn't care less. 


Where the fuck is my drink? 


The Banjo player 
Slash's POV 


"You two look like some heavy metal freaks or something. You know, the long hair and all." 
Greg the Corn says. 
| frown. Yeah, sure. We figured that out all by ourselves but what's up with the stereotyping in this fucking 


town? 


Stradlin doesn't seem to be very impressed by Greg's good grasp and keeps dragging on his cigarette. 

He does that a lot. | don't mean smoking. Yeah, he does that a lot too, but | mean keeping his cool. He just 
doesn't give anything away. 

"Meaning?" he mumbles. 


Greg the corn keeps grinning at him. 

Man, at some point this must get really painful. That's just not normal to be that fucking happy all the time. 
The only guy | know with a smile like that is Stevie. But that might've been the shitload of Smack, too. 

Wait.. What the fuck was that? 


| was wondering if one of you is a guitar player. We really need someone to play the banjo on or corn festival, 


now that Adam hurt his hand" Greg interrupts my thoughts. 


Who the fuck is Adam? 
| look at Stradlin, who's shrugging. 
"Wouldn't know." He grins. "Memory loss and shit." 


Then it hits me. Adam! 
That guy that Stradlin keeps calling John Boy. 
The douche got fucking stabbed in a bar fight. 


"What's up with you Curly Sue?" Greg says and | fight the urge to slap him because he really is a nice guy. 
Despite the fact that he keeps calling me boy or Curly Sue. 


"What?" | ask because | have no fucking clue what he's talking about. 
"You are guitar player, boy?" He asks. 


First thing that comes to my mind is ‘Hell, yeah’, but actually | have no idea 
So | shrug, "No idea man. | don't think | know the fuck about music." 


Stradlin keeps dragging on his cigarette. 


"Come on man, you really expect us to play at your fucking corn festival? I'm sure there's another fucker in 


town that can play your damn banjo. We're just like tourists, man" 


| can't help a grin. 
That fucker Izzy really is a pro in avoiding any work at all. If he works at all it's just out of pure calculation. 


He kinda reminds me of Axl sometimes. That fucker is lazy as fuck, too. 


Wait! Fuck! 
Where the hell did that come from? 


l'm suddenly remembering people | don't even know. Shit. Maybe this memory loss isn't permanent after all. 
| think your name's Izzy." | say. "I just remembered something. A name... Axl." 


He looks at me with a frown, digging through his brain | guess. 
‘Izzy? lzzy Stradlin? Sounds kinda familiar. But that other dude.. doesn't ring a bell, man 


"You think one of us is a guitar player? | mean, we found those guitar picks in our pockets." | say. 


"That sounds perfect" Greg joins the conversation again. "I'm gonna get you a banjo and you can try if you can 
play, boys. Maybe this is bringing back more memories." 


Greg vanishes into the house. 


‘Ive no fucking interest into playing with those rednecks, man. This is fucking pointless. | need to figure out 


why that chick Melissa isn't into me." lzzy says. 


| can't help a snort. 
"Dude, really? We're stuck in some hick town without our fucking memory and all you can think of is getting 
laid?" 


He grins at me and flips his cigarette out into the yard. 
"| just can't help it. It's like a fucking challenge." 


| crock an eyebrow at him. "You in love or something?" 


He just laughs at me. 
"| just need something to do, man. I'll go nuts. Its fucking boring here." 


Greg returns with a banjo in his hands. 


Here we go. We are going to join a fucking country band. 


Greg holds out the banjo to me and | hesitate a second. | have no fucking clue what to do with that thing. How 
in hell should | even play it? This isn't gonna work. 


"Come on, boy. I'm sure you can do this." He says and | snort. 


| flip a cigarette to my lips and light it before | take that fucking banjo. 
Until now, I'm pretty sure the guitar picks we found in our pockets belong to someone else. Maybe my name's 


not Slash in the end. 


| begin plucking the strings and I'm pretty sure it's gonna be just weird stuff that doesn't make any sense, 
when Izzy calls out loud. 


"Man. Fuck! You're a fucking guitarist, dude." 


| blink. What the hell? 

Plucking some more, | begin to understand what l'm doing here. This actually sounds like fucking music. Greg 
grins at me knowingly. 

So it's official | guess: I'm in a fucking country band. 


Meet the Sheriff 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry guys. | know this is coming slowly but I'm still on it. | swear.. 


Izzy's POV 


So that Slash guy is playing the banjo in a fucking country band. 
| have no fucking clue why in hell this is so funny but | could laugh my ass off by the pure thought of it. 


| have to give him credit: he really played this fucking thing like a pro. He seems to be a bad ass guitar player. 
| wonder if | could play like that. 
These guitar picks | found in my pocket, seem to be mine after all. 


So Slash and | are in the same band, huh? And | thought we had nothing in common. 


"Greg? Hello? Anyone home?" A firm voice rips me out of my thoughts. 

The Sheriff steps onto the porch, removing his shades to have a look though the open door | guess. 
l'm sitting at the end of the porch resting my feet on the rail and a smoke on my lips. 

| don't know why but | could get used to this kind of laziness. No clue why. 


"Greg's out watching the band rehearsal." | mumble, not moving a fucking bone. 


Why the hell should |? That fucking Sheriff is asking for Greg. So why should | ask if | could help him? 


He frowns for a second and shoves the stem of his shades into his breast pocket, making a step towards me. 
Oh come on dude! Just leave me the fuck alone... 


"You're one of the boys that hit the damn tree." He says. 
It's like some kind of statement. Not really a question, but he seems like he's expecting an answer or 


something. 


| don't know this fucker but | don't like him. 

Maybe its because he's a cop. And a fucking nosy one! 
"Can | help you with something?" | ask him. 

That's me playing nice. So don't piss me off old man.. 


He frowns again, looking at me sternly. 
"Where are you boys from?" He questions me. 
| take another drag on my cigarette and take my time to exhale the smoke before answering him. 


"California" | say slowly. "I guess." 


He raises one of his huge eyebrows, like he does not really like what | have to say. 

| don't give a flying fuck about if the dude likes me or not. Just move the fuck on, manl 
"You guess you're from California? Why don't you know for sure, boy?" 

God, this is really annoying. | just want my peace sitting on the porch, doing fucking nothing. 
"Memory loss and shit." | say with a sigh. "That tree hit us pretty hard" 


He just stares at me for a moment. That's just fucking creepy, man What the fuck is wrong with that 
Sheriff? 


"You look like the kind of guy who likes some fun once in a while" He says with a weird expression on his face. 


| nearly choke on my smoke. What the fuck is he asking here? Is he fucking coming on to me or what is going 
on? 

"Excuse me, sir?" | cough. 

He puts his boot on the side of my chair and leans towards me. | am so freaked out by that guy, | can barely 
move. 

"You look like you got some experience with drugs, boy." He says slowly. 

| still don't get what he's asking here. 


"l. | honestly have no idea, sir!" | press out. 
Of course | have discovered the track marks on my arms. But | guess | must've been clean for a while 


because | don't feel sick at all. 


"Save the shit, boy." He huffs. "You're the junkie kind of guy. | can tell." 

l'm seriously pissed off by now. | mean, how fucking judgmental is this motherfucker? 

"You're going to help me with something.." He goes on before | can even open my mouth, grabs the collar of 
my shirt and pulls me off the chair. 


"Wait." | call out while that fuckhead is dragging me with him. "What the fuck is going on? What do you want 


from me, man?" 


He stops for a second, pushing the shades back on his head. 
"You, my friend are going to help me with some drug dealing clowns that happen to sell that shit in my town!" 


He shoves me into the car and | can't help but wonder what in hell | did to become the fucking deputy here. 


